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another and a different being. It is true we may listen
in vain for other words so tender as 'My gracious silence!'
from his lips. A man who has one love alone finds only
one such phrase in a lifetime. But in the heat of vic-
torious battle, when Coriolanus would clasp Cominius
in his arms for joy, he discovers in himself another splen-
did phrase to remember his happiness with Virgilia.

Oh! let me clip ye

In arms as sound as when I woo'd, in heart
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done
And tapers burned to bedward.

And even in the anguish of the final struggle between
his honour and his heart, when his wife comes with his
mother to intercede for Rome, it is in the very accents
of passionate devotion that he cries to Virgilia,

Best of my flesh!

Forgive my tyranny; but do not say,
Tor that forgive our Romans.3 Oh! a kiss
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge!
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss
I carried from thee, dear, and my true lip
Hath virgin'd it e'er since.

In the proud, unrelenting man of arms these sudden
softenings are wonderful. They conjure up the picture
of a more reticent and self-suppressed Othello, and we
feel that, to strike to the heart through Coriolanus5
coat of mail, it needed an unfamiliar beauty of soul,
a woman whose delicate nature stood apart, untouched
by the broils and furies of her lord's incessant battling
with the Roman people and the enemies of Rome.

In the play Virgilia speaks barely a hundred words.
But they are truly the speech of a 'gracious silence", as
precious and revealing as they are rare* She appears
first (Act I, Sc. 3) in her own house, sitting silent